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Hugo

What J   Art thou living yet ?
I scarcely knew thee, Sir Dane !
And 'tis not so very long since we met.

Harold

'Twill be long ere we meet again (gives a letter);
Tlus letter was traced by one now dead

In the Holy Land; and I
Must wait till his dying request is read,

And in his name ask the reply.

Thora (aside)
Who is that stranger, Hugo ?

Hugo

By birth

He is a countryman of thine,
Thora.   What writing is this on earth ?
I can scarce decipher a line.

Harold
The pen in the clutch of death works ill.

Hugo

Nay, I read now; the letters run
More clearly.

Harold
Wilt grant the request ?

Hugo

I will.
Harold
Enough!   Then my task is done.   (He holds out

"his hand.)

Hugo, I go to a far-off land,
Wilt thou say, * God speed thee \' now ?